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rerſons =epreCali 


Aras, a Nobleman of Arcadia. MI. Miller. 
Aga his Friend, a jolly Caunt > 
Gentleman. oY y T Mir. PR. 
Corydon, an old Shepherd. Mr. Bulkely, 
Damon the Rover. Mr. Ware. 


Cymon the Crying Shepherd, 2 Mr. Peterſon. 
Mopſus the Laughing £ Brothers. Mr. Weſcomk. 


Phillida, Corydon's Daughter, Mrs, Miller, 


Shepherds and Shepherdoſſes. 


SCENE The Plains of Arcadia. 
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DAMON and PHILLIDA; 
OR, THE 


Rover Reclaim'd. 


r 
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Sende 


— 


Enter Arcas Solas. 


ARCAS. 
1. to the riſing Day! 
8 Once yet again | ſee the Annual Moran 
That gave me Birth, and counts me in- 
to Age. 
> All glorious Ruler of Revolving Light! 
Thanks tor thy Courſe of -roiling Years enjoy'd, 
That chus have, unafflicted, born me through, 
The various Periods of appointed Life! 
But Hark! — The Jocund | 
Agon comes with Friendly Gratulation. 
Agen, that's blyth, and luſty as the Summer, 
Nor bending to the Burthen of his Years, 
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4 DAM ON and PAI IIIA; 


; | Enter Egon. 

gon Hail! Pf | et. 

hcalth, and the Bleflings of the Morn be thine. 5 
Ag. Why, ay, my Lord! this Day is bled indeed? 

It gave you Life, and me the beſt of Friends, 

And to that Friend, I owe my jovial Heart. 

Let thoſe be ſad . Who 

With Policy, or Guile, diſguiſe their Face. 

The Privilege of Honeſty is Mirth, 


AIR 1. 


Let Wealth and Power enſlave the Great, 
Where Friendſhip*s barter'd for a Name, 

Here Truth alone, can Truth create, | 
And that ſupports it's laſting Fame. 

No Falſhood here our Peace 1 
Where Innocence attends our Joys. 


Ar. Oh Zgon! were I capable of Envy, p 
Thy turn of Mind wou'd tempt me to repine 
Why have I not this chearful Taſte of Life ? 
Why ſecms my Plenty, lefs than thy ſmall Store? 
What are my Wants, where are my Wifhes boundeeS 
And yet = a 
Twere happier to be gon, than be Arcas, 
Agon. You make me triumph o'er your Learning, 
You who have all Philoſophy can wiſh, 
Have made a Man much happier than your ſelf, 
By giving him a Tythe of your Poſſeſſions. 
Ar. Would'ſt thou have more? 
g. More than enough, Sir? No, 
To crave is Poverty, Contentment, Riches : 
Your Tythe's almoſt too much for me. ; 
Ar. Thus Riches, when not wanted, lofe their 
Name. | 
Eg. And when poſfe(s'd by Prodigals, their Power. 
Even ſo it is, not Wealth, nor Wiſdom, Sir, 


— 


* 


33 Or, be Rover Reclain'd. & 
"Tis Conſtitution gives us Happineſs. 

Nature has made you Penſive, me Sanguine: 

You think your Virtues are a wiſe Man's Duty, 

And therefore wear them with a ſerious Brow ; 

Now, Sir, the few that l can Boaſt, I think 

Are Bleſſings too, therefore as ſuch enjoy them. 


ATR 2. | 1 

He that wears a Heart 1 

Void of Art, | 

Has Joys unknown 4 

To the greateſt, Men; . | 

. Who, Nine in Ten, - 1 
Beneath their Greatneſs groan. 1 


Riches are fine Things, 
That have Wings, 
And will away: 
But an honeſt Mind, 
Will ever find, 


y Content will with it ſtay, ö 
He whoſe Soul is clear : 
From Fraud, Diſguiſe, or Guilt, ? 


May all the Frowns of Fortune bear, ; 
And at her Malice mile. | 


Greatneſs that wou'd make us grave, 
I. but an empty Thing: | 
4 What more than Mirth wou'd Mortals have? 
The merry Man's a King. 


See this Way, old Corrydon advances, 
He comes, by my Appoiniment, to com lain 
Of tome Abulc that's ofter'd to his Daugiucr. 
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6 Dau ox and PHILLEDA;. 


Enter Corrydon, Phillida, Cimon, Mopſus, Damon 
and other Shepherds. 
Cor. May all our Gods preſerve the Noble Arcas, 
Lord of our Lands, and Flocks.. 2 
Ar. Good Neighbours, welcome | 
What ſeems amiſs, that may concern your Welfare? 
Cor. Ah! my good Lord! | have no Skill to Speech it 
But Grief at Heart will always ſind a Tongue. 
My Lord, this home bred Maid | call my Daughter, 
She's all | have, and all my Hope; nowl 
Wou'd glady ſee her well diſpos'd in Marriage: 
And that ſhe might not die a Maid, unask'd, 
I have declar'd one Half ot what I have 
Her. Dow'r, at preſent; at my Death, the reſt. 
"Tis true, tis little; but till, the Half is Half! , 
Now here, ſo pleaſe you | have found her out 
A Pair of wholeſome Youths, to take her Choice of: 
Brothers they be, Sons ot my Neighbour Darus, 
I his is call'd Cimon, and the younger Mopſus “ 

2 Their Means, and Manners, ſuit her Breeding well y 
And both profeſs their Hearts are ſer upon her. | 
Ci. Les, and pleaſe you, both cruelly in Love. 

[ half crying. 

Cor. Nay, pr'ythe, Cimon, let me tell my Story. 
Ar. A little Patience Friend. ; 
Mop. Hoh! boh! hoh! hoh! N 

That Fool my Brother's always in the wrong. 
Cor. Fy! ty! Mopſus / now thou art Son he; 
Ar. On with thy Tale. | | 
Cor. Now, Sir, theſe Lads, I ſay, 

Were nothing in the way to croſs their Conrtthipg. 

Might one or Yorher make her a good Husband. 

Bur here, bete, an't pleaſe you, lies our Grief k. 

The wilful Girl is ſcornful to them both. 

And why? Becaufe, forſooth! ſhe loves another! 

bat how] How is her Love diſpes'd > Why thus! 


Ini pranking gameſome Boy, this Damon here 
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Or, The Rover”s Neclaim' A. | 
With Songs, and Gambals, has | think bewitch'd her. 
His Pipe, it ſeems, has play'd hes ſweeter Sounds. 
And all the idle Day they Foy and Sing together. 

Gi. Ay, fo they do, and pleaſe: you 
Cor. Nay, nay, Ciman | 
Ci. Well! well: I've: done: But l'm ſure it's true 

tho 
Cor. So nothing now will down with her but Da: 
mon. : 

And what will Damon do? Why, ruin her! 
The Lamb that's in the Hungry's Fox's Mouth, 
Has little hope to ſcape being made his breakfaſt : 
For he declares he ne*er intends to Marry, 
And openly. defies my Power to force him. 
A hard Defiance to a tender Father. [Men 
Now, good my Lord; tis true you're not our King, 
And therefore none are bound, by Law, to obey you, 
Bur you've a ſtronger Tye o'er us, dur Hearts. 


- 


The Man were Branded here, that ſcorn'd your. Pleas 


ſure. 
And the great Good you dv» us every Day, 
Will make your Word go farther than a Law. 
So if you think my Caſe is hard; 
I. leave: the manner How, to your great Wiſdom; 


And hope your Goodneſs will prevent a Father's Sexe. 


row. 
Ar, O @g0u 7 How affecting is the Tongue. 


Of plain Simplicity — The honeſt Wretch! 


He moves me moe with Nature's Eloquence, 
Than all the Points of our Athenian: Oratorss 
Thy Gricf, good Corrydon, | take to Heart, 

And, to my poot Extent of Power, will ſerve thee; 
But hear me now, what others may: reply. 


Damon, thou aſt heard this good old Man's Corn: 


ntʒ | 
Why — — dallied with this Maid's Affection? 
Da. My Lord, I mean the Lafs no Harm, not I: 
Is ue, 1 like her Lip, and ſo 1 de 


— ne 


—— — 


And as the Song wiſely ſays, wy Lord, 


* 


83. DAM ON ard PurittiDa;: 


| Some twenty others; and twenty others may 


Have all the fame Demand to Marry me! 

But alaſs a Day! Tho* Kiſſing goes by Favour, 

A Man car*t-Marry every Girl he Kiſles! 

Were chat a Claim, then the, that firſt was Kiſs'd, 

Shou d fiſt be Married; ſo 1 hope, my Lord, 

I ſhall not be bound to do one right, in wrong | 

To Hundreds. that-ſhouid come, in Turn, beture her, 
Ag Sirrah! thou makeſt thy Perjuries a Sport, 


And think'ſt thy Wit excules Wickednels. 


Da. Not fo hard, good Maſter, for Maids ſome-- 
times | 
Are flippery Bits, as well as we; and he | 
That has but one poor String to his Bow, if that 
Shou d fly, will find but ſorry Sport a Shooting. 
g. Knave! thou'rt a Nulance; all the Neighbours 
note thee . | 
For a Poacher: When Nuts are ripe, he cracks 
You-halfthe Apron Strings, around the Country, 
Ar. Gently gon; let us ſuſpend Keproof, 
That we may hear, without Diſguiſe, his Thoughts,” 
Well Damon, what amends to Corrydon ? 
What ſha'l 1 ſay I've done to right his Daughter? 


Da. Why let the Damſe! p'eale her feif, my Lord; 


If he's diſpos'd to Marry, there's her Choice. 

If co make Life a Frolick — ttere's her Man. 
There's no great Hardſhip, where the Will is Free: 
As ſhe muſt firſt Conſent, before ſhe Kifles, 5 

I hope ſhe'll firſt have mine, before 1 marry. 


For though {-me Men have hang'd themſelves fop - 


Maids, | 


Vet, I have known my Bet ters think a Wife 


The worlt of Halters; So whate'er betide me, 


* 


1 hope, vou won't make Marriage, Sir, my Sentence! 


Ar. Think'ſt thou a virtuous Bride, a buniſhment? 
Da. A Halter made of Silk's a Haiter ſtill: 


AIR 


* 


N 


Or, The Rover Reclaim'd. 9 


' The Man for Life, 
That takes a Wife, 
Elite a thouſand diſmal me 


An Owl, in Cage, that never Sings 


Dull from Morn to Night, 
He hates her Sight, 
Wet he, poor Soul ! wu endure its 
* Bod of Thorns / 
Head of Horns ! 2 
Such a Life ! 
Rope, or Knife, 
Can only eu it. 


Kl 
1 Bull at Stake, 
To Merry male, 
As roars aloud, and the Laugh is flrong. 
O Puſs, and' Rat, 
Ne fights for Life, and it laſts as long, 
But the Man that*s Free, 
Is like the Bee, 
While every. Flower hes Faſting. 
UM * 
- With his Joys, 
Day, or Night, 
New Delight 


B only laſting. 


Eor. You ſce, Sir, I have not accus'd him falſely; 
He owns himſelf more wicked, than | ſpoke him. 
Ar. 'Tis true, as ſuch we ſhall confider him. 


Web, r L hope what you prepare. 


Win 


zo DaAMoN and PHILLIDA; 
Will ſhew your Hearts are of an honeſt Mould. 

td Cimon, and Mopſus. 
There ſtands the Maid; if you have ought to urge, 
That may prefer your Hopes to Damon ð, 
Take this Occaſion to avow your Love: 
You have her Father's Wiſh, and my Protection. 

Ci. Ah! Sir, an' like you, I have no Heart to ſpeak; 
She Flowts, and Glowts, at me, from Morn to Night. 
See! How ſhe looks now! Cauſe ſhe can't avoid me. 

Ar. Take nr Man; *tis but her Maiden Shy- 

nels, | 

Ci. D'ye think ſo, Sir? Why then I will take Heart! 
If an old Song will do the Thing, have at her. 


AIR . 
There's not a Swain, 
On the Plain, 
| Wou'd be bleſt'd as I, 
O con d you but, cou d you but, on me Smile: 
But you appear. ' 
So ſevere, _ en 6 
That trembling with Fear, 
My Heart goes pit a pat / pit a pat! all the while 
When I cry, r 
Muſt" I die? 5 
You make no Reply, 
But look ſhy, RN 6 
And with a ſcoruſul Eye, BEI. 
Kill me with your Cruelty : : 
Ho can you be, can you be, 
How can you be, jo hard to me: 


Abl poor Cimen! Thou art ne'er the nearer! 
Not all thy Sighs, nor Songs, nor Sobs, can _ her, 
| | wy. 0 | Crying. 

Cor You ſee, my Lord, the Lad tho? fearful, in 
His Hcart is honeſtly diſpos'd however. 
Ar. Perhaps the may be more inch d to A. 


— 


Or, The Rover Reclaim d. 1 

g. Come, Mopſus, now for thee, thy Heatt ſeems . 
chcearful. 0% | ; 

Mop. Ay! 'twas always fo : I love to Laugh, 
Let things go how they will; why let her Frown! 
As long as Cimon's us'd as ill as l 
It gives one's Mind a little Eaſe however! 

Happen as twill, 1 ſhall have him to laugh at! 

So, as he's for ſinging an old Song fadly, 

*T will but ſad, to try a new one merrily. 


When Phillida mils her Cow, 


How have I ſtood ſmirking ? 
Oh! the pretty Stream won d flow, 
With a Jerk, and a Jerk in! 

Thy whiter Boſom too ſo heav'd, 
Half out, and Half in'! 

That of my Breach I was bereav 

* With a Fit of Laughing! © 

I cou'd not hold from Laughing ! 
Half out, and Half in ! 

Oh! to ſee them fall, and riſe! 
Tlaugh'd, till I loft my Eyes: 

Half out, and Half in! 

And it was the prettiefs Sight, 
Fer gave Delight, % 
From Morn to Night, 

I cou'd ba' died with Laughing, 

With Laugh---ing. 


. wen ſaid, Mopſus, Thou ſing'ſt it, from thy 
cart 
And ?tis a werr one 4 | 
Mop. Better crying. 3, ag bes BET 
Cor. oy” a we poor Swains have but homely 
rds, d ee e Fey ge 
To ſpeak our Minds; but what we ſay, we ſtand to. 
Ar. An honeſt Principle. Now, my good Friend; 
Lr 


4 
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x2 Damon and PRIITIIT DA 
Let us inquire into thy Daughter's Heart: 
For that muſt guide us 
Cor. Phillida, come near! | 
Ar. Well, my fair Maid! Is there within my Power, 
Ought that may contribute to thy Happineſs? 
Of all theſe Youths, fox thou art free to chuſe, 
Which is the Swain comes neareſt to thy Heart? | 
Phil. 8 am forc'd to ſpeak the Truth, mp 
K | | 
I own my Heart has play'd a fimple Game; _ 
I know my Father's Kindneſs means me well; 
And I cou'd with I had the Power to pleaſe him; 
But I am loath to lead a Savage Life: 
And ſure! theſe Lads were woeful Company. 
Ci. © ſcornful Maid! My Heart will burſt with 
Grief! HER 6th, 44 [Cries 
Mop. Hoh! hoh! poor Cimen's in a bitter — , 
Phil. 8 12 to chuſe, from ſuch Extreams 
= , 
Damon, with a his Tafidelities, 
Seems not to me, Sir, half ſo terrible! 
And I am more, than much afraid, I love him! 
Tis true, I know him fickle, falſe, and faithleſi ! 
And I have try'd a thouſand, thouſand Times, 
To ſhut him from my Thoughts, but t will not do! 
When eder my Heart is open, in he comes l 
Again ſubmits, and is again forgiven! 
Again I love, and am again forlaken! | 
Yer ſtill he fools me on; and when he's abſent, TIF \ 


With Sighs, and Songs, I thus relieve my Folly. 


ATE Mii 
What Woman con d do, I have try'd to be frees 
Nec do all. I can, J HE S 
2 find I love him, and tho" he flies me, 


* 


1 


1 


* 


Or, The Rover Reclaim'd. 13 


They tell mi at once, he to twenty will ſwear : 


When Vows are ſo |weet, who the Faſehood can fear? 


$0, when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still ſtill he's the Man. 
63. 9 
1 caught him once making Lov: to a Maid, 
When I to him ran 


: 


He turn'd, and he kiſs'd me, then who cou'd upbraid, 


So civil a Man? 
The next Day -1 found to a Third he was kind, 
1rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 
| So let me do hat I can, 

Still—ſtill he's the Man. 


3. 
All the World bids me beware of his Art: 
Ido what bean; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 
| i1toubr he's the Man! 

So ſweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo ki: d, 
He may have his Faults, but if I none can find, 
Who can do more than they can, 

H till is the Man. 


Ar. Take comforr, Corrydon, all yet way mend: 
Thy Daughter's frank Confeſſion of her Love 
Perſwadcs me of her guarded Innocence! 

And though licenttous Damon may deſerve 
Severe Reproof; yet for the Maiden's Sake 

We will not harden him by Puniſhment, 

But rather tempt him by Reward, to Virtue. 
Of this bad Matter make we then the beſt. 

If theretore, Damon, thou, or any Swain, 

By Suit, or Service of his Love, can woo, 

And win this gentle Maid to be his Fride, 

The Dow'r, which her kind Father has declar'd, 
My ſelf will double on her Marriage Day, 


And give him, with her Hand, my farther Favour, * 
Cor. May all the Gods preſerve the boumeous Areas 


14 Damon and PurilltiDa; 
A double Portion! Now, my heneſt Lads, = 
. There's brave Encouragement to warm your Hearts! 
Now ſhew your Skill, and who's the feateſt Fellow! 
Now Sing, and Dance her down to your Deſires ! 
Now Ph1lida, let faithleſs Damon ſee 
What Love, and Honeſty have gain'd, by Truth; 
And what his Pranks have loſt y Wickednels, | 
Phil. Diſhoneſty ſhall never gain on me. 
Mop. A double Dowry, Cimon; now's our Time. 
Ci. Ay, but I'm tender hearted; my poor Hopes 
Will never Blofſom, while ſhe looks fo Froſty. ; 
Eg. Learn of thy Brother, Lad; thou ſeeſt he knows 
No Fear, nor Grief: Up with thy Heart, and at her. 
Ci. Well then, fince you encourage me, I will. 
g. Well ſaid, my Boy! Ah! this er Day 
Has ſet my Heart upon the merry Pin 
When I was young, twas thus I play'd the Sweetheart. 


When I follow'd a Laſs that was froward, and ſhy, 10 
O! 1 fiuck to her Stuff, till I made her comply ! 
O! 1 took her ſo lovingly round the Waſte, | 
And 1 ſmack'd her Lips, and I held her faſt! 
When hugg d and halÞd, 165 
| She ſqueal d and ſquall d; 
And the ſhe vou d, all I did was in vain! 
Yet I pleas'd her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again! - 
Net I pleas d, &c. 
1hen hoity toity! IN» 
Whisking, frisking, p 
Green was her Gown upon the Graſs ; | 
C ſuch was the Joy of our dancing Days? 
©! ſuch was the Joy of our dancing Days?! 


Ar. Well done, my merry Heart! Come Corrydos; 
Now let us leave theſe Lovers free to Woo, ; 
And he that firſt ſubduing and ſubdued, -- 
Comes hand in hand, to ask her Bridal Dow'r; 


- — 
— 


4 


Or, The Rover Reclaintd. 15 


In farther Token of my Love, my ſelf | FY 
Will crown him with a Chaplet, worth his Wearing, 
Eg. Now for the Garland —— - 
Mop. Live the noble Arcas. | | 

[Exit Arcas and gon ſeveralby. 
Cor. Let me but live to ſee that Knave, , 
That graceleſs Damon bobb'd! let him but wear 
The Willow! l' jump into my Grave, 
With Joy, [Exit Corrydon. 
Da. So] now haye I probably 
All my whole Work to do over again! 
This double Dow'r, no Doubt will turn her Brain, 
And ſet the Wind-mill of her Sex a going, { 4/ide. 
Mop. Now! Cimon, now! 
Ci. Fd rather you'd ſpeak firſt. 
Map. No, you are the Elder 
Ci. But my Heart miſgives me. . 
Phil. Still ſilent! no kind Offer yet from Damon? 
Has Fortune no Effect upon his Heart? [ Aſide. 
Ci. No, no, I tell you, I ſhall never hit 
The Tune alone 
; 40p. Well then, be ſure you back me. 


; AIR 8. 
Tell me, Philly, tell me roundly, 
When you will your Heart ſurrender ? 
Ci. Faith and Troth ! I love thee woundly, 
And I was the firſt Pretender. 
Mop. Of us Boys, 
Ci. Take thy Choice : 
Mop. Here's a Heart. 
Ci. And here's a Hand too. ? 
Mop. His or mine. | 
Ci. All is thine, 
Both. Body and Goods, at thy, Command tos; 


Phil. How harſh and tedious is the Voice 
Of Love, from any but the Voice deſir'd. 
| Ba AIR 


oo 


16 DAM ON and PRARIIIIDA3 
AIR Ditto. 


While you both pretend a Paſſion, 
won d be cruel to chuſe either; 
To preſerve” your Inclination, 
2 muſt kindly fix on neither 
To be juſt, & 
J now muſt, ; 
Make yours, and yours be equal Cafes : 
Therefore pray, . 
From this Day, 
Ine rer may behold your Faces, 


Now be ſilent; if Damon is inclin*d n 
To ſpeak, his Turn is next; you've had your Anſwer. 
Mop. Well! let him —— mayhap your Face 
May get as little Good from him, as ours 
From you; ?tisn*r every Man will marry you. 
Don's cry, Cimen; it only makes her prouder. 
Ci. She has given me ſuch a kick 'the Heart, 
I ſhall never recover i. 
Phil. Hark thee Cimon 
J ke thee better than thy Brother far. 
Ci. O! the Gracious! Do you truly and truly? 
P)bil. I'll givethee Proof this Inſtant! take him hence, 
And keep him from my Sight, an Hour at leaſt, 
And when chou ſeeſt me next, come thou without him. 
Ci. Give me thy Hane ont. : 
Phil. Huſh! Not now, they'll ſee us. 
Away with him ; 
Ci. A Word's enough ——Pll dot 
Come, Mopſus, come away — for- I have a thin 
And ſach a thing to tell thee Boy— . TE: 
Mop. What ails | 
The tool! Fhou'rt Mad! 
Ci. Mad! Ay, and ſo wou'd you 
Be too, were my Caſe yours; but come away. 
Hop. Nay not ſo faſt, good Cimon 
En Faſter, Mopſus, faſter, {Cimon hurries off Mopſus. 
Das 


£ 


Or, The Rover reclaim'd. 17 


Da. My ane Creature! this was kindly done! 
Never was Favour to a Fool, ſo well 
Difſembled! 
Phil. Yes 1 have learnt, from you, Diſlembling. P 
And you'll 75 1 diſſemble, to reward me. 


Da. Why ſo ſuſpicious, Phillida? Don't I love thee? 
Why all this Bullld, at my Heart, when thus AMY 
I touch thy Hand, or gaze upon thy Eyes! 

Give me thy Lips, and ſee how thou” rt miſtaken, 

Phil. No, Damon; Lips are but Liquoriſh Preofs 

Of Love, and thine too. often have deceiv'd me. 


Da. | Away with Suſpicion, 
That Bane to Deſire; 

The Heart that loves truly, all Danger defer: 
The Rules of Diſcretion 
But ſtifles the Fire; 

On its Merit alone, true Beauty relies. 


What Folly to tremble, 
Left the Lover cer ' 
1 Hi Fire? 
| Turtles that woe, 
Bill and Cooe: 
While we enjoy 
We muſt be true? 
And to repeat it, is all, 
All ue can dere. 
Phil. Tis thus thou always haſt decoyid my Heart! 
Thou knowſt I love, and therefore wou'dſt undo me. 
Da. I know thou loveſt, and 2 wou' d ſecure 


thee. 
: b : ic I R 10. 
Phil. Wpile you purſus me, 
: Thus to undo me, 
Sure Ruin lies in all you ſay has, 6h 
To bring your Toying, 

, , TUp#6 Enjoying, | | ++. 36 
, a Call. 
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18 Damon and PuHILLI b 
Call firſt the Prieſt, and name the Day; 
Then, then name the Day. 


Laſſis are Willing, 
3 As Lads, for Billing, 
When Marriage Vows are kindly preft 
Tet holy — 
Tye us together, | 
Them Bl your fill, x Bill your beft;. 
| Then, then Bill your beſt, 


Da. What not a Hand, a Lip for old Acquaintance>> | 


Not one poor Sample, of the Grain, my Dear, 
Unleſs | make a Purchaſe of the Whole? 
Phil. No, Damony now tis Time to end our Fooling. 
Conſent to Wed me, or forbear to Love. | 
Da. What? doſt think to ſtarve me into Marriage? 
Phil. Ill ſtarve my ſelt, but PI avoid thy Falſhood!* 
Graze where thou wilt, IF feed no ranging Lovers. 
Da. No- nor I won't be Pounded While. can leap 
A Hedge; So keep your Graſs for Calves to Graze on, 
I need not go a. Mile for Paſture, Dame, 
And good as any Meal that you can make me. 
 Phul. Do, leave me, do, and prove thy ſelf a Traytor ! 
Faithleſs, Inhumane Bamon tmomen | 
Da. Mighty well! | 
This double Dow'r, I find; Has turn'd thy Brain! 
And thou wowdſt.make me madder than thy ſelf? 
A Husband!: Death! a Mill horſe !- What to grind, 
And grind. in one poor hopeleſs round of Life! 
To day, to-morrow, and to-morrow, till 
To plod the Path, trod the Day before! ' 
O! methinks I feel the Collar on my Shoulders! 
Phil. Abandon'd Damon I now Lbegin to hare thee! 
Da. I'm glad my Miſtreſs, that you'll ſpeak your Myndl 
Some Girls will fool you, on till one's Heart aches; 
But ſince l know your Play, forſooth, hang lag, 
Sah and ſo fargwell, fair: PHV. AIR 


J 


3 Or, The Rover Reclaim'd. 19 


AIR It. 


Da. Tl} range the World, where Freedom reigns, 
, And ſcatter Love around the Plains. 
Phil. PU flarve my Love, and rather part, 
Than yield my Hand, to fool. my Heart. 
Da. The Frowns of this, I neer take ill, ; 
Where one denies, there's two that will. 
- Phil. Since Maids by Kindneſs are undone, 
Adieu Mankind; Fl ſigb for none. 


Da. No Frozen Laſs. ſhall-hold me lang. 15 
Phil. No Swain, that's Falſe, my Love ſhall wrong.. 
Da. Farewell, Farewell, *tis time to part. 
Phil. Thus from thy Hold, I tear my Heart. 
Both. Farewell, Farewell, *Tis time to part. 


[Excunt ſeverally. 
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Enter Damon Solus. 


| x DAMON. | 
11 * Ou'd I have ever thought to have ſeen this Day!, 
That | ſhould fold my Arms, and ſigh for One? 

Nay One that in her Turn has ſigh'd for me! 

And only cou'd ſubdue. me by her-Parting | 

How cou?d the Gypſy muſter ſuch a Spizit Þ- | 

The Pertneſs of her Pride has ſo provok'd me; 

That I ſhall never reft in my Bed, till ſhe. 
Lies by me: : 3 


— = 


26 DAM ON aud PHILLIDA;. 


AIR . 
Around the Plains my Heart has rov'd: 

The Brown, the Fair, my Flames à pprov'd: 
The Pert, the Proud, by Turns have lov'd; 
And kindly fuld my Arms. | 

1dancd, I ſung, I ald, 1 toyd, 

While this I wo0d'd 1 that enjoy'd, 

And ere the Kind, with Kindneſs cloy'd, 
The Coy reſign'd her Charms. | 


But now alas thoſe Days are done: 
The Wrong'd are all reveng*d, by One, 
Who, like a frighted Bird, is flown, 
Yet leaves her Image here. 
O cou d I, yet, her Heart recall, 
Before her Feet my Pride wou'd fall, 
And for her Sake, forſaking all, 
Wou'd fix for ever there. 


Here ſhe comes, and with her Ha 


Her Father Soft 'm out of Favour there? 5 
Lie cloſe a while, and mark what Nail's a driving. 


i [ Retires; 
Enter Carrydon, with Phillida. 
Cor. And I fay, think no more of him 
Phil. That's hard! 7 
Is't not enough I ſee him nor? © 
Cor. I fay, ; 
ou him as the wildeſt Beaſt of Prey! 
e uſes Girls like Carrionz Not the Wolf a 
In a Sheepfold, or hungry Fox on _— 
Can make more Havock, than that wicked Rogue, 
Amongſt the Wenches Hearts,-—— ' 
Da. That muſt be me! | | [Behind; 
But what ſays Phillida ? 5111 
Phil. Suppoſe this true? 


Yer cou'd he, Rill, be brought to mary wel ger: 
580 ; or; 
4 = — 
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Or, The Rover Reclaim'd. 21 
Cor. My Patience! Has he not refus dito marry. 
Phil. And therefore I have declar'd againſt his Love. 
Cor. Ay, but ill he lurks within your Heart! 
And till you p «bag him thenceom— | 
Phil. I ſtrive to do it; 
And if you knewſt the Pain, ** pity n me. 


$4 . 


A thouſand Ways to wean my Heart, 
Poe try'd, yet, can't remove him. 

And tho for Life, Tve ſworn to Part, 
For Life, I find, I love him. 

Still ſhould the dear falſe Man return, 
And with new Vows purſue mes 

His \flattering Tongue weld kill my Scorn, 5 
And flill, I fear, undo me. 


Cor. Confider Philly, if thou'rt fair! marry'd, 
(And thou haſt Choice of Cimon, or o er 
How happy will thy double Dowry make thee 
Phil. | Fo — Father ; ſo ſhou'd — 
As a low Fortune with the Man, I love, 
Can't make me Rich; fo Riches with the Man 
I hate, can't make me Happy. 
Da. Gallant Girl. [ Behind. 
O! I cou'd cat thy very Lips, that ſpoke:ix. 
Cor. See! yonder's. Cimon coming! For my Sake, 
Dear Phillida, give him at leaſt a Smile; 
A little Love endur'd, may teach the Boy, 
In time, to pleaſe thee, ——— 
Phil. Well, ſince you deſire it. 
But Mopſus has the — Pretenſions too. 
Send him to make his equal Claim, 
And, *ill he's found, P11 hear what Cimon ſays. 
Cor. Ah! Phillida, thou gainſt my. Heart. I'll ſend: 
him [Exit Corryden. 
Da. Now thall I meaſure, by their Hopes, my own. 


Enter 


22 Damon and PRI LLIDA; 
Enter to her Cimon Singing. 


AIR 3. 


Ci. | Behold and ſee thy wounded Lover, 
Whoſe Truth from thee will ne er depart ! 
O let my Tears, at length, diſcover 
One gentle Smile, to heal "wy Heart 


Phil. Were in the World, no Man hue Cimon, - 
None of the Female Kind but 1, 
With me ſhou'd end the Name of Woman, 
Mith thee the Race of Man ſhou d die. 


Ci. O cruel Sound! Falſe-hearted Phillida? 
Did'ſt thou not ſay, thouloy*dſt me better tan 
My Brother Mopſus ? nm 

Phil. Yes; but *twas, 

As of two Evils, 1 wou'd chuſe the leaſt: 


Stay, till L am bound to chuſe, and then Rn me. 


Thy Crying makes me lau gh, his Laughing makes 
Me ſleep— There's all he hopeful Difference. 


AIR 4 : 


* 


Ci. O' what a Plague is Love! 


1 cannot bear it: 
What Life ſo curs d can prove, 
Or Pain come near it! 
When I wow & tell my Mind, 

My Heart miſdoubts me 3 
Or when I ſpeak, I find, 

With Scorn ſhe routs me. 
In vain is all I ſay, | 
Her Anſwer ſtill is Nay: 
O diſmal, doleful Day ! 


Phillida flouts me! 
Entur 


QF) 
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Or, The Rover Reclai md. 
Enter Mopſus Singing. 
AIR 5. 

Mop. Ah! poor Cimon! Dud à cr 
Well-a-day! wipe an Eye! O fy, Phillida! 
To treat him ſo Scornfully, | 
Shamefully, Mournfully ! 
| Phillida, ) 
No, no, no, ir Pert, and Dull! _ 
Simpleton, Paperskull, I for ever ſhall 
Think thee far ihe greater Fool; 
Therefore will give thee Cauſe 
| With him to cry. 
Ci. Toll, loll, loll! doll! Now 7 pray, 

Who has Cauſe moſt to cry, ah! well a-day? 
Mop. What care 1! why let her Scoff, | 

I laugh: play her off, better than you 
Ci. Ah! poor Moplus! thou're a Fool! 
Mop. 1 ſay, you're a greater Owl. 
Ci. Nay, now Pm ſure that's a Lye! 
Mop. What's 4 Le | 
Ci. That's 4 Lye! 
Mop. 1 ſay, tis true. 


AIR 6. (The Air changes.) 
Phil. Give over your Love, you great Loobies? 
1 hate you both, you Sir, and you too; 
Did ever a Brace of ſuch Boobies 
| The Laſs, that 4400 them, purſue? 
Mop. How — : 
Phil. G. 
i. Oh! Im ready to Faint! 
How art you! [To Mopſus. 
Mop. Why truly, ſhe treats us but, ſo, ſo. 
For my part 1 think ſhe's a Devil. 
A Weman won d ſcorn for to do ſo, 
O fy! fy! ſuch Words are uncivil. 


Phil, 


Pha, 


22 Damon and PAILI 1543 


| Enter to her Cimon Singing. 


[x AIR 3. 
Ci. Behold and ſee thy wounded Lover, 
Whoſe Truth from thee will ne er depart ! 
O let my Tears, at length, diſcover 
One gentle Smile, to heal my Heart ! 


Phil. Were in the World; no Man but Cimon, - 
None of the Female Kind but 1, 
With me ſhou'd end the Name of Woman, 
With thee the Race of Man ſhou'd die. 


Ci. O cruel Sound! Falſe-hearted Phillida! 
Did'ſt thou not ſay, thou loy*dſt me better than 
My Brother Mopſus ? «mw 

Phil. Yes; but twas, 

As of two Evils, Iwou'd chuſe the leaſt: 


Stay, till L am bound to chuſe, and then Reproach me. 


Thy Crying makes me laugh, his Laughing makes 
Me ſlecep — There's all the hopeful Difference. 


AIR 4 ! 
Ci. O' what a Plague is Love! 
a I. cannot bear it: 
What Life ſo curs'd can prove, 
6 Or Pain come near it! 
When I von & tell my Mind, 
. My Heart miſdoubts me; 
Or when I ſpeak, I nd, 
With Scorn ſhe routs me. 
In vain is all I ſay, 
Her Anſwer ſtill is Nay: 
O diſmal, doleful Day! 
Phillida flouts me 


Tue 
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Enter Mopſus Singing. 
. AIR 5. 
Mop. Ah! poor Cimon! Dud a cry ! | 
Well-a-day! wipe an Eye! O fy, Phillida! 
To treat him ſo Scornfully, 
Shamefully, Mournfully d 
| Phillida, fy? . 
Phil, No, No, o, vr. Pert, and Dull! 
Simpleton, Paperstull, I for ever ſhall 
Think thee far ihe greater Fool; 
Therefore will give thee Cauſe 
| Mtb him to cry. ä 
Ci. Toll, toll, loll! doll! No 7 pray, 
Who has Cauje moſt to cry, ah! well a. day 
Mop. What care 1! why let her Sceff, 
I laugh: play her off, better than you. 
Ci. Ah! poor Mopius! thou'rt a Fool! 
IF Mop. I ſay, you're a greater Owl. 
Ci. Nay, now Pm ſure that's a Lye! 
Mop. What's 4 Lye ? = 
Ci. That's a Lye! 
Mop. I ſay, tis true. 


AIR 6. (The Air changes.) 
Phil. Give over your Love, you great Loobies I 
I Hate you bath, you Sir, and you too: 
JH Did ever a Brace of ſuch Boobies 
The Laſs, that 4440 them, purſue? 
Mop. How { — a 
Phil. 6px 
Ci. Oh! Im ready to Faint! 
How art you! [To Mopſus. 
Mop. Why truly, ſhe treats us but, ſo, ſo, | 
For my part 1 think ſhe's a Devil. 
A Weman wou'd ſcorn for to do ſo, 
Ci. Ofy! % ſuch Words are uncivil. 


Phat, 


, 
; 
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: 
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: 


Both. Go! The Devil wou'd fly ſuch a Spouſe. 
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24 DAMO N and PnullliDda; 
l. Prepare then to hear my laſt Sentence. 
Before I'd wed either, much rather 
Id ftand on the Stool of Repentance, 
And want for my Bantling a Father. 
Goe 
Oh! Woe! I'm ready to Faint. | , 
And 1 too. 


Was ever a Slut ſo inhumane ! | 
O4ſzook! let us take down her Mettle? 
Ci. I dare nat. Nan 


Mop. Let me come] pſhaw waw, Man. 


She only has water d a Nettle. 


In ſhort, this won't do, Mrs. Vixen! 
For one of us two you muſt now chuſe. 
Phil. Then you are the Man that I fix on; 
And yon - are th: Fool I refuſe. 
| {Strikes each a Box on the Ear. 
Ci. MWaunds! k 


_  [Exeunt Cimon and Mepſis, 


Phil. If there's a Joy comes near recovering thoſe 
We love, ſure tis to ſilence thoſe we hate. 


Damon preſents himſelf to Phillida, Singing. 


AIR 7. 
Da. Ste! behold, and ſee! 
With an Eye kind, and releming, 
Damon, zow, repenting, 
Only true to thee. f 
Content to Love, and Love for Life. 
Phil. / you, now ſincere, 
With an honeſt Declaration, 
Mean to prove your Paſſion, 
To the Purpoſe ſwear, 
And make, at once, a Maid a Wiſe, 
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"> 2h, for Liſt, I tale abe, 
, Ne ver to ſorſale ther, 5 . 
©. ne 2 6 oe mT ben of Wd 
_> 5 wh 8 our Fate, Har ade 
ö ——_—_——.. ooo 


Directs the Way, 4 
Ant bs, to lafling Joys, the Rover home. = 


Phil,” Ever kind, and tender, pd OTA," 
Conquer'd, I ſarrender : 8 11 

% So 9 0700 e550000'5 

a As 1, to you, kh fs hdr Wars 


Each kindling Kiſs, 
Shall yield 4 Bliſs, N 
That only, from the Conflant Lip, can comp. * 


A 1 R 8. i 
Da. Te the Prieſt, away, to bind our Pew, 
IR, With eur Hands, and Hearts united. 
Phil. To reduce the Rover, to lawful Spouſe; . 
| I a Triumph, my Heart 540 dcligbted. 
Da. If I never cou'd fix, 


*Twas the Fault of the Sex, 
Who eaſily yielding, were 15 y, to cloj. 
But in Love we ſtill f̃nd, 
OY When the Heart's well inclin'd, 


In One, only One, is the Joy. 7 


But in Love, &c. 
5 [Exeunt Hand in Hand. 


Enter eds and gon. 

Ar. Yes, gon, | overheard it al, conceal*'d 
With'n a Bower, which ſcarce the Sun or Wind 
Cou'd pierce, my Ears were Witneſs of his Love; 
And + quay, to her Amazement, he diſcover'd 
Her exalted Virtue had ſubdu'd him, 

Her tender Tranſports even recall'd my Youth, 


a gave my Eyes the Softneſs of a Lover! 2 


wa 
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26. DAM ON PIA 
Ag. Why, ay; my, Lord, her Love appears it. 


Truimp 
S bs IE and wich Innocence. 
Where ſtall we find in 210 dufte, or Cities, 


Deſires ſo cordial ſo reid by irtue 21. 

Ar. Wherever Pride, Decęit, or Ly men 
Are banilh'd. Agen, we ſhall alwa Bad. % 
Leet us not think our. ſelves then only - ble d, 

Becauſc the general World makes light of Victue. * 
Cou'd Millions taſte the ſame exalted Bliſs, 
It rather, then, might heighten our 'Contentments.. 

g. Why be it ſo, my Lord: 1 Mankind 
Shew, by their enlual! aſures, Miſtake, 

Let us not grieve becauſe we can't Reform chem, 
Let us exult upon our Choice, and leave - 
Vain glorious Greatneſs to its guided W'iſbes, 

This Day at leaſt, we'll dedicaze to . 

This moſt gloxicus Day that gave 8 

And give our Rural Swains a D | 

Ar. Haſt thou provided, Ægon, for: ENF TRA 

Ag. A Moment Mees tes Tout find I've not: 
dle. — þ 


Enter Corrpdon, Damon abd Phillida. 
AE Long live the ever noble Houſe of :Arcas?: 
his high Race, from endleſs Heirs to 7% th 
ow oh many. more ſych Holydays as thus. og 4 
Ar. 1 ink thee Corrydon. N 
Cor. At laſt, my Lord ive found a Cauſe Rab 
Tour kind Benevolence has done the Deed. 
My Lord, the. Rover: is at laſt, Reclaim d. 
And. Damon now. is dub'd a downright Husbande 
Ar. With Pleaſure I confeſs. I know it. 
And, Phillida his Bride 
Cor. Even. ſo, my Lord. 
Maw. the Prieſt this. Moment joyn their Hands. 
Ars In Earneſt ot my Promiſe, Damon, wear 


Tous wks All Happineſs attend yous. 


— 
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- Da. Health, and the Rays of many a ſmiling Morn, 


Like. this, prolong the Days of Arcas. 


| n a 
Enter Agon, Shepherd and Shiyberdeſſas. 
2g. I've brought you, Sir, a Troop of jolly Swains; 
Who promiſe all their Skill to pleaſe. Let us 5 
Sit down, and take well Meaning for their Merit. 
Ar. Thanks to thy Love; thy gay cheatful Temper, 
Revives the-lmages of. Pleaſure paſt, d 
When Mirth and Revels were excus'd by Youth. — 
g. * by Youth, my Lord You make me 


Ee: 
Is there a ſtated Time, in this ſhort Life, 
That makes it Wiſdom to be Sad, | 
Or Weakneſs to be Happy! No! 1 
Shou'd we have Cauſe for Gladneſs, and not ſhew it? 
Was 't not this happy Day that gave you Birth? * 
Are not you Lord of theſe Arcadian Plains? | 
Where, like the Subſtitute of Heavenly Power, 

You dele the Bleſſings, you from; them receive, 

And make a People by your Bounty happy. 

Vet not more bleſt. by Bounty than Example. 

Your Life has taught thoſe Virtues, you reward. 
Aud is not this à Cauſe for General oy? 


» Þ I A1 R 9. f 
Da. Ye Nymphs. and Swains, . | 
4 With Melody hail the Day; 
Make Holyday round the Plains, 
All Jelly Dance and Play 
. This happy, Glorious Sun, 
Gave to your. Fields a Lord,” 
Of all your Hopes the Crown, 
And to your Folds the Guard; 
Lee the Man to all fo Dear, 
With. Rural Pan he Sung: 5 
To the next, and next good Na- 
May he.live Bleſs, and Long, 
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CEL 855 0 Ih'd i in the Mould of bricnd(hip,  * 3 
* my Wonder high as my Content! . 8 
T hefe, gon, theſe are Plealures, from th Me, 4 
Deriv'd; which Arca. NEYET can tepa xy. 
Talk not of Obligations, Sir, unleſs 
| ou 2 d inquire, what gen Was to A 6417. * 
Ar. Let them be mutual then: What, Virtue gives. .» 
Is always lo: When Friends, on* riends, * . r 
To > give, or to receive, is equa 'Plealure, * wp: 8 
And how. thall we, my Lord. 
Find Works to exprels our Thanks, or pre? 1 
Ar. Continue, by your Virtues, | to delerye my Fas 
by vour, 75 
You give me, then, not only Praiſe, but Trixmph, 
Da. OW Phillida ! 8 1 | — 
Let me confeſs, to. find a Female Mind, eee in 
So juſtly Jealons of her Maiden fame. 


#94 # © * ILY & 
[4 , 
Gies me Wonders great, 3 as 15 OE Joy. "* it 21 u to. 


521 28981 bail t requite thy Lore 75 
28 


— * 


* Learn hence, ye Nymphs, 345 Lovers to 8 

Let Virtue, not your Conqueſis, prove your Cate. 15 
The Vows your Charms inſpire, with Charms will break, 
And teach the ſated Lover to forſake : * 

But when, with Virtue aided, you. ſubdue; >. 

Long will your e _ and 40g be ere. 
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